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You've heard it on talk shows: you’ve seen it on Oprah or Sally Jessie Raphael, and Phil Donohue 
has surely talked about it on his show. The subject is sexual harassment by twentieth-century 


men of the American woman. 


We’re not talking rape here — a rapist is a criminal and steals another person's right to say 
no — and we’re not speaking of physical abuse, nor even verbal abuse. Though a pinched bottom 
or a ribald remark may not yet be a crime, the man committing such a faux pas these days is 
at best a creep, or acting in the worst taste. Itis no wonder he has to resort to that sort of attention 
getting to attract women (and does just the opposite), no lady worth dating wants an asshole 
for her potential lover. No, what we’re talking about here is pictorial harassment; you know, the 
one where a guy has anude pin-up calendar on his office wall and a female employee finds herself 


offended. 

First off, I’ve been in women's 
offices where there were nude 
male pin-ups on the walls, and 
| was alittle put off by it. But not 
enough to report the woman. 
And to whom? She owned the 
place. And about what? | didn’t 
have to work for her. But still, 
maybe that kind of photo belongs 
only in this kind of magazine and 
not on anyone's wall, I'm no 
judge. 

But as long as we're going to 
play the game, girls, let’s play 
high stakes. Let’s make things 
even-up. 

I'd like to suggest that the next 
time an employer is approached 
by a woman for an advancement, 
or whatever, and she is wearing 
a tight sweater — or an open 
blouse, or a too-tight skirt, or 
form-fitting jeans, or no bra, or 
high heels to show off her legs 
(Cause, God knows, they're not 
good for walking in! Ask any 
woman.) — or anything that 
gives the business man an 
‘“funcomfortable’’ sexual 
thought, the woman should be 
brought up on charges of sexual 
harassment against the man! 

That’s right! 

If any suggestion of sex in the 
workplace is considered 
‘uncomfortable’ ‘ for the woman 
she can now holler sexual 
harassment. So, let’s take it'full 
circle: lf a woman sits a certain 


way, walks a Certain way, allows’ 


a man to see some Cleavage his 
wife wouldn’t like him seeing — 
In short, is related to by a female 
employee in a way that would 
make him uncomfortable if his 
wife or girl had been watching. 
— let’s consider that a form of 
female sexual harassment, and 


4 


Th 


An Editorial by — 
Philip Michael Stone 
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deal with it accordingly. (I use the 
proviso of the wife or girl being 
present, because quite often 
men don't even know when 


_they’re being played up to ina 


sexual manner. The man’s 
woman will know ‘‘she’s a bitch’’ 
in an instant!) 

Since psychologists — and our 
wives/girlfriends, as well — have 
been telling us men for years that 
all of these poses, clothes, looks, 
styles, etc., are really for male 
appreciation — because no 
normal woman wants another 
woman’s tits or legs or behind 
notably displayed by something 
the’ ‘sexy’ woman wears — we 


want them ended, since they 
Cerlainly Make us 
‘‘uncomfortable’’ in the 
workplace. So we'll have to count 
“&exy dress codes as 
harassment, too. 

Women cannot be walking, 
talking, breathing versions of the 
very same wet-dream images we 
may display in a wall calendar 
and consider one sexual 
harassment without including 
the other. 

And, if we keep up this 
nonsense long enough maybe 
the race will just die out 
altogether from a Severe case of 


sexual ennul. = 
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BLONDE AND BEAUTIFUL FIGURE MODEL ASSERTS: 


“I Like the Right Kind of 


‘Don’t get me wrong, says 
fiesty figure model, Christy 
Connors, in this exclusive 
interview. ‘‘I’m not inviting 
every goon on earth to fondle 
me. Quite the contrary! I’ve 
got a brown belt in Akido; and 
l’ll kick the ass of the guy 
who comes on with me the 
wrong way!’’ She smiles 
beautifully to take some of the 
sting out of her words. ‘‘But it 
seems to me that the women 
of this country have gotten 
carried away with all the rules 
they’re suddenly laying on 
men. They don’t want men to 
make a pass at them in the 
workplace. Okay. But I’ve met 
some of my best dates in the 
workplace. Personally, I'll take 
a man’s pass in the 
workplace; if | don’t like it — 
or him! — | can always turn 
him down. And now, women 
want men to be more 
sensitive. Agreed; that’s a 
good idea, since most men 
are apes. But just how . 
sensitive are we talking about? 
| don’t want a pansy, either! It 
just seems to me that we ve 
suddenly given poor guys a 
rough row to hoe!”’ 
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‘Sexual Harassment!” 


“I’m so tired of these female wimps, whining about men and their 
manners,‘ says beautiful blonde poser, Christy Connors. “If | wanted 
a man with a woman’s temperament I'd make it with a woman!” 


All this from a woman who 
stands barely five-foot-three in 
her stocking feet and who 
looks like she’d melt cotton 
candy with the warmth of her 
smile. 

‘The guys | date aren't 
always hunks,’’ Says wise 
Christy, ‘‘but they are their 
own men! They know who 
they are; and they're not 
fashioning their personalities 
around some arbitrary, airy- 
fairy notion some up-tight, 
too-scared-to-get-screwed 
Spinsters are dictating to the 
nation. They’re all men!”’ 

Christy denies that she’s 
‘one of the boys.’ ‘‘Although 
my dad wanted a boy and 
chose the name Chris before | 
was born so |’d be covered 
whichever sex | turned out to 
be. But dad may have given 
me something of a man’s 
point of view. | think | 
understand men and what 
makes them tick. Mom did; 
she had my father twisted 
around her little finger but he 
never once yelled ‘Ouch!’”’ 

We agree with Christy: she 
does know what makes men 
tick. Why else would she have 
chosen to be a figure model 
and let us feature her in our 
magazine. 

Hey, guys! Ain’t we lucky? = 
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“Something in me. just 
struck a.chord,’ she testified in 
court. Not’surprising when you 
consider how close the two 
step-sisters had been during 
their early years. When Mary 
Anne was 15, and Elizabeth left 
the house ’. . .to pursue a life 
of herown.. .” Mary Anne lost 
touch and never did learn what 
it was her beloved step-sister 
had gone off to pursue. 
According to prosecutor Allan 
Azner, of the District Attorney’s 
office, what 17-year-old 
Elizabeth had gone into hiding 
to pursue was a disgusting life 
of debauchery and outright 
lesbianism. 
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SEPTEMBER 15, 1991 
ARLES, FRANCE 
A young midwife here reported last week that she 


aided a virgin in giving birth to a ten-pound baby 
dildo. The dildo measured 19 inches when it was 
born, and mother and offspring are both resting 
comfortably. Hospital officials said the baby seems 
to be quite healthy, letting out ear-splitting buzzing 
from time to time when not fed its daily « 
consumption of nine C-size electric batteries. 
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slle Moreau 26, a midwife living in the town 


saa eager was showing clear syrooec of 
pregnancy. In Rome, Vatican officials refused 
to comment on the birth. 
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BRANDY’S HANDY! 
Dear Sirs: 

| am writing to you in regard to a fine 
pictorial that you recently featured in 
your publication, spotlighting body- 
building sensation, Brandy Bosworth. 

Might you have any further 
information on her or how one can get 
in touch with her? | would like to 
contact with her to see if she would be 
interested in doing some future photo 
work. 

Any information that you could 
provide me with at this time would be 
greatly appreciated. 

Ron L. 
St. James's Club 
Los Angeles, CA 


We're looking into your request, Ron, 
though the photographer who lensed 
our shots is no longer in touch with Ms. 
Bosworth. We have your letter on file 
and will let you know what we learn. 
Montana 


Hi: 

I'm writing in regards to Brandy 
Bosworth. | think she’s great! | know 
she appears in Radio Active’ but | 
can't find it yet. I’ve seen her in Hustler 
and Gallery but | want more — all 
there is! 

Could you give me help with her 
address, her agent’s or distributor’s or 
her photographer, fan club, producer? 

Any help is greatly appreciated. 
Thank you. 

Kurt S. 
Bryantville, MA 


Gotta say what we told Ron: no info 
just now. But thanks for the kind words; 
we're sure Brandy will read this, 

and. . .who knows? 

Montana 


Sirs and Mesdames, 

Thank for the photos of Brandy 
Bosworth and friend. This is one hot 
lady, and for those of us who like 
muscular women, a really special 
layout. 

How about pairing Brandy off with 
some well-built guy like Ray Victory? 

Do you guys who make videos pay 
attention to this? If so, this is a note to 
them: put (the) woman in your movies 
now! 
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Let's see more of Brandy (maybe 
some older shots when she was in 
contest form) and other well-muscled 
women. | 
Thanks. 
fa 
Long Beach, CA 


Here, here! We agree ! 
Montana 


A LETTER HOME 
Dear Montana: 

Nice magazine, very creative. While 
on Operation, “Desert Shield,’ which 
is now “Desert Storm,’ | was reading 
edition No. 9, and | ran across Page 
44, and | saw the girl to the left (dark 
hair, velvet dress). What a beauty! 


Yeah, that’ S Aja, aka Carole Cummings, et al. 


Can you tell me if she is in any 
videos | can buy? Her name is not 
mentioned but I'll bet it’s “Candy,” or 
similar. I'd really appreciate your 
getting back to me, so would about 50 
other guys. Maybe send along an 
order blank for a subscription to your 


AAAA magazine. After 5 months here, 
well, | won't say any more! 

Thanks. 

Ike E. 

US Navy 

USS KISKA 


PS. Also, could you recommend a 
good video company from which we 
can place an order. Love that Frankie 
Leigh, Blondie Bee, Christy Canyon 
and Nina Hartley! Couple of guys got 
ripped off and got black-and-white, 
from 1949. 

BY the way, oil dropped to $19.00 a 
barrel today; $36.00 last week. Well, 
back to the war. . .Jezz, if | died, | 
always hoped it would be a coronary, 
while | lay knocking the bottom out of 
somebody. Not this! 


We're not sure, but the gal looks a /ot 
like Carole Cummings (Aja) wearing 
one of her many, famous wigs. We'll 


ask around, of course, but Carole’s hair 


changes as often as the Ship's Watch! 
We no longer have subscriptions, 
thanks to some do-gooder laws being 


enforced by our government because 
a-holes like the guy (or woman) in this 
column's last letter writes in and 
complains. But we can recommend a 
reliable magazine-ana-everything mail 
order company in North Hollywood 
who can fill most of your needs: 
MARLOW SALES, 11129 Vanowen Ave., 
N. Hollywood, CA 91608. 

Also, if they don’t have what you want 
in videos, get in touch with: HOT 
VIDEOS, PO. Box 10935, Merrillville, IN 
46411, which processes enough 
videos for every guy in the Navy, and 
ask for a brochure. Or — if you're too 
horny to wait! — you could phone: 
1-219-942-0303, for a Customer 
Service representative. 

Can't have our men in the Service 
wanting! 

Montana 


BIG DICK, OR...? 
Dear TL 

| just rented an apartment six 
months ago and found a copy of #7 


stashed in the attic. | read the letter 
praising the penis enlarger, regarding 
your article “How To Make Your Dick 
Longer, in leony #5. Would you 
please send me information on this 
product? Thank you 
Anonymous 
Newark, Nu 

| hope you understand we're just 

kidding around here: For the most part 
our Stories are take-off gags much like 
the garbage they have on prime time 
telly, these nights, or like expose 
magazines. (We got really worried 
when some wag called in and said 
Brandy Bosworth was in trouble for our 
article saying she was really a 
hormone-fixed Randy, because they 
wouldn't let her compete in the 
Women’s Finals! We later learned we'd 
been put on! So don't take everything 
you read in here to heart. 

Having said that, let us give you the 

gritty on “penis enlargers.” Though you 


could doubtless find enough names of 
satisfied fill the Rhode Island 
phone directory, legitimate vacuum 
penis devices were never intended to 
make it larger, just get it up. After you 
pump the air out of the tube holding 
your penis, your soft dick tries to fill the 
entire tube, allowing the spongy tissue 
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— of which your penis is composed — 
to expand more and thus hold more 
blood. The more the blood, the fatter 
and longer your prong! A constriction 
device — like a cock ring — is put on at 
your cock’s root to hold the blood in 
and you have a “bigger” cock. 

But... 

You must leave the cock ring on for 
no more than 30 minutes, or a blood 
clot could form in your penis causing a 
prolonged erection. Though that might 
sound cool, this painful condition, 
called priapism, is a real medical 
emergency and might require the 
draining of the blood from your dick, 
via simple surgery. Since a healthy 
cross-section of we American women 
“just can’ t understand why men get 
up-tight about the size of their penises” 
(While we worry about the size of our 
breasts!) why not work with what God 
gave you. And if you’re still not happy, 
learn to give really great head! You will 
be much in demand, since it is what 
women crave most from their men. 
Honest! 

Montana 


PRAISE BUT NO VIDS 
Dear Trashy Ladies: 

| love it! | like hot women, hot cum 
and hot pussy to go! | was wondering 
if your company sells Trashy Ladies X- 
rated tapes. With a lot of pussy and 
ass showing. | like the way the Trashy 
woman works. And the woman in 
“Lover Finds Rose In Girlfriend's Ass, 
she knows how to suck a good dick! 
Reco B. 
Greensboro, NC 


There are some no-nonsense women 
doing only what you like in the videos 
from the HOT VIDEOS cormpany 
mentioned above, Reco. Why not write 
them and tell ‘em what you really go 
for. They'll take care of you! 


GOD AND EVIL 
Tina B. Tessina, Ph.D.: 

It has been said (No one learns 
before there time.) No one will can be 
told anything. No one listens. No One 
will change until there is a change. 
Our life is what our thoughts make it, 
etc. etc. etc. 

I’m sure there is nothing | can tell 
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you that you don’t know all-ready, 
except to ask you questions. 

Do you really think that you are 
helping others? Did you ever realize 
the long range outcome of your 
advice? Do you ever study history and 
find out what happens to groups of 
people who have followed your way of 
thinking? Is there a God or are we 
Gods? Can there be a creation without 
a creator? Is there someone to blame 
or are we we to blame? | could go on 
and on but | am sure you will have a 
answer for all or will justify your 
answers. 

Do you know right from wrong? Do 
you justify your wrongs with lust or 
love. Are you all ways right in your own 
eyes? Is there life after this one? If 
there is could you look back and really 
say you have did something to build 
mankind or destroy it? 

As you know we learn from our 
mistakes and God knows | am a 
sinner. | would not be writing this if | 
didn’t realize my past actions have 
caused me great suffering. | also 
realize you will not take my advice until 
the two by four hits you in the head. 


Brawny n’ beautiful Brandy Bosworth 
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Do you realize that We all are living 
in the end times of this age. If not look 
for the signs! God and Satan are for 
real. What road are you on? 

A-Loan 


Milwaukee WI 


Being an editor, we've got to say we 
have never seen such a badly-written 
letter as this one was. We mention that, 
because it seems that the most 
ignorant letter-writers are always the 
ones to say the most ignorant things! 
This is the third or fourth letter A-Loan 
has written to us and our sister 
publications, and we can only wonder 
how he/she got our address except by 
looking through a magazine! But a few 
comments seem in order, and we'd like 
to answer some of the charges; so 
we'll take it paragraph-by-paragraph. 

The first paragraph reads like 
meaningless gibberish: Of course no 
one changes until there's a change! “It 
has been said. . .” Who said it? If you 
don't know names, why are you 
quoting it to us? 

Yes, we really think we're helping 
others; ask that sailor from Operation 


Desert Storm. And yes, we've read 
more history than you — we're sure — 
and find that sexual repression (Which 
is what we're sure you’ re after.) usually 
comes about just prior to a country 
becoming a dictator state. Example: 
Adolph Hitler was a nut about 
pornography and called it the work of 
the devil. Then he enslaved half of 
Europe. Good thinking! 

Of course there is a Creator. She is 
Black, Bi-, and does everything sexual 
you can think of! She is as evil as She 
is good (This is not to say that sex is 
evil or good. It just is.) because God is 
everything. There is nothing else. What- 
ever we are God Is, because we are 
made in Her eyes! 

Evil is essential for there to be Good. 
Without evil we'd have nothing to 
measure good against. Wrong is 
therefore in the eyes of the beholder 
(Shame on you!) and love and lust need 
no justification, they are the means of 
expression God gave us, along with 
hate and anger. Which do you choose? 
As for the end-times of this world: 
doomsayers like yourself, A-Loan, have 
been crying that crap since the 
beginning of time! It is not the end of 
Man-and-Womankind; it is just the 
beginning. 

You, sir or madam, are a really sick 
ticket and we are sure, quite certifiable. 
It is really very sad that you waste your 
life so; and it’s no wonder you are so 

“a-loan,” as you advertise in every letter 
you write. . . 
Montana Jones 
(Miz Jones to you, grunt!) 
PS. Who-the-hell is Tina B. Tessina, 


Ph.D.? 
25 
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NEW YORK CITY, NEW YORK 
SEPTEMBER 23, 1991 

Meg Allerton, 23, works very hard toward her goal 
of performing in Broadway Musical Theatre; she eats 
and sleeps theatre. When she isn’t studying singing 
or dance under one of the great broadway coaches, Meg 


is supporting herself by delivering singing and dancing 
telegrams. That is what she was doing on an evening 
two months ago, she testified to a packed courtroom 
here today, when she delivered a singing telegram to 
a house on Bank Street in New York City’s Greenwich 
Village. 
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A man and woman were there, Meg says, and they 
had been drinking. They even tried to get Meg to drink 
with them but she refused. It was the man’s birthday; 
he had been sent the telegram by the woman. 
Everything went all right, Meg told a hushed jury, 
until she dropped to one knee and opened her mouth 


wide to deliver her rendition of Al Jolson’s “Mammy’”’ 
number and suddenly found it stuffed full of thick, 
throbbing cock! The man was naked and standing over 
her! What could a poor girl do? Meg began singing, 
“Tonight, tonight,’ from West Side Story and the man 
sang along! 
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Meg said it got bad when the man began singing 
off-key! He was so loud she couldn't hear her own voice 
past the thick cock and hot juices in her mouth! Worse, 
the woman licking between her thighs was so 
off-rhythm that Meg couldn’t close out her number 
with her usual soft-shoe routine. All Meg could do was 


kneel there trembling off-beat with excitement while 


the man and woman finished her off. 


In her closing testimony, Meg Allerton explained to 
the jury that she didn’t want to jail the couple, just 
sign them up for a threesome, singing and dancing 


on Broadway. 
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LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 
OCTOBER 15, 1991 

Officials at the University of Southern 
California were at a loss to explain one 
coed’s unsuspected pregnancy until she 
was put under hypnosis. 

The student, Aeriola Guntner, 19, on 
exchange from Germany, puzzled school 
officials, last week, when she went to the 
campus infirmary for treatment of a minor 
cold and was found instead to be three 
months pregnant. When questioned, the 
girl insisted that such a thing was not 
possible. She didn’t deny having sex, but 
her only boyfriend had been at school in 
Germany and she hadn’t seen him since 
the Spring Break, last April. 
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After further insistence that she could 
not explain her pregnancy, Aeriola agreed 
to be hypnotized by Professor Jim Fetchit 
of the university’s Psychology Department. 
The girl was put into a deep, hypnotic 
trance and ordered to regress her thoughts 
back to a night three months earlier about 
which the student from Germany could 
remember nothing. To everyone's shock, 
Aeriola told a strange tale of being 
abducted by two aliens from a UFO and 
undergoing strange medical and sexual 
experiments while being held by them. 
Authorities could see the girl was not lying. 


Under hypnosis, the young student told 
a hideous tale of abduction and seduction 
by two earth-lookalike aliens who spoke a 
strange tongue and took her away with 
them in a UFO to a base on the moon, 
where she was forced to undergo numerous 
sexual experiments. Aeriola recounted one 
experiment in particular that stood out in 
her memory, where the male alien probed 
her vagina with a large, warm instrument, 
while the female alien apparently tried to 
speak to Aeriola’s anus, as”. . . her face and 
mouth were down there.’ The student 
confessed she “liked that experiment 
best.” 


The 30 hours of hypnotic sessions 
undertaken by Professor Fetchit revealed 
a hideous night of what might have been 
sophisticated sexual excesses, had they 
not been unexplained experiments 
performed by aliens on a young female 
human; and authorities of the university 
were at a loss over what to do. It took 
another student, Harvey Ginsberg, 25, to 
unravel the mystery. He pointed out that 
Aeriola’s description of a “strange UFO” 
sounded suspiciously like the Pontiac APY, 
which does bear a resemblance to a 
spaceship; and the alien language 
sounded like Valley-speak. 


A computer-search of all vehicles with 
campus parking permits revealed a total of 
16 students driving APV’s, but only four 
from the San Fernando Valley. Only one 
student spoke the local dialect known as 
Valley-speak, and he admitted to a 
threesome with his girl and the exchange 
student and explained she had just been 
drunk and didn’t remember much. When 
asked how he had stumbled onto the truth, 
student Harvey Ginsberg explained he had 
analyzed the experiments and saw they 
were really sexual acts. ‘““Those Germans,” 
he said, “never have been much for fancy 
fucking!”’ 


TIN-BED. 
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MACON, GEORGIA 
SEPTEMBER 22,1991 

A nation of devout evangelical 
television viewers is unhappy today. 
Their pastor and most outspoken 
leader, The Reverend B. Billy 
‘‘Bubba’’ Batsworth of the 
electronically-aired Church of the 
Miserly Ministry was caught in bed by 
hotel detectives, last week, when they 
went to answer neighbors’ complaints 
of strange noises coming from his 
room. 

While Reverend Billy has gone into 
a well-advised ‘retreat’? from the 
questions of the pious and the prying 
of the Press, followers of the half-hour 
show, aired twice on Sundays, 
morning and evening, are asking the 
question: “With all the money we sent 
this kid over the years, why couldn't 
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he have at least bought himself a 
good-looking blonde? One offended 
viewer said: “A good fuck can be 
forgiven; but buying ugly is a sin 
forever!” 

A spokesperson for the Reverend 
Billy was quick to point out that, 
though not the beautiful blonde the 
majority of Bubba Batsworth’s 
congregation would have preferred 
their spiritual leader to engage in illicit 
sex with, the “whore of Babylon” who 
“seduced the innocent Billy into 
some most sinful acts was not exactly 
dog meat.” He added that if Bubba 
had not seen her first, he might very 
well have sinned with her himself. 

None the less, many members of 
the Church of the Miserly Ministry's 
televiewer congregation are making 


noises that sound like the end of 
another ministry. Last year the 
ministry received over 735 million 
dollars in charitable donations. The 
general consensus seems to be that 
for that much money, the young 
spiritual leader could have found a 
more presentable whore. 

The Reverend Billy Batsworth was 
caught by security detectives in 
Atlanta’s famed Omni Hotel where he 
was staying, late last Sunday night, 
after the boy preacher returned from 
a local television studio where his 
words had gone out over seven local 
networks. Hotel staff said he looked 
tired, and they expected him to go 
quietly to his room as was his usual 
habit. 

But an evangelical groupie, Sarah 


Mae Wade, 22, had been hiding in 
the stairwell on Reverend Batsworth’s 
floor, and forced herself into the room 
after he had unsuspectingly unlocked 
the door. In the press release just 
issued by the beleagered church, 
Billy is said to have thought she 
merely sought salvation, and he 
forced her to her knees in prayer. 

The release goes on to state that 
Reverend Billy was as surprised as 
anyone when Sarah Mae unzipped 
his trousers and took out his cock, 
calling it an “organ to truly play the 
music of heaven,’ and praising Billy 
for having been so well endowed by 
the Lord. The Ministry release denies 
reports that Billy offered the Wade girl 
$1.45 million dollars for a “quickie 
blow-job.’ In fact, the release stated, 


MORE 
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We just heard about 
the new TexasA&M 
University sex manual, 
by George Orwell. 

It's called “Animal 
Farm!” 


A Harvard law student 
and his girlfriend are 
walking on the beach 
_ when a seagull swoops 
down, lays a fat plop of 
bird shit on the girl- 
friend’s hair and flies 
away again. , 

“This is awful!” the 
girlfriend exclaims. 


Have you got a tissue?” 


“What for,’ answers 
the Harvard man. ‘‘He’s 
a mile away by now!” 


An MIT coed walks 
into a drugstore, looks 
about, then approaches 
the clerk. 

“| need someA-type 
batteries,’ she says. 

The clerk crooks his 
finger, wiggles it and 
walks toward a battery 
display. ‘‘Come this 
way, he says. 

If | could cum that 
way, | wouldn't need the 
batteries!” 

a 

In the gym one day, 

Yale University’s basket- 


ball coach is explaining 
to the school’s dean 


What a bunch of dum- 
mies he has to deal with 


and the dean asks for an 


example. 

“Johnson, calls the 
coach. ‘Run over to my 
office and see if I’m 


there.’ 


Without blinking an 
eye the student athlete 
runs out of the gym, 
only to return moments 
later. 

“No, Coach,” says the 
student. “You're not 
there.’ : 

“‘T see what you 
mean,” puts in the dean. 
“| would have phoned 
first.’ 


Question: How many 
USC students does it © 
take to bake a batch of 
brownies? 

Answer: 21. One to 
mix the batter an twenty 
to cut up the onions. 


Why did the UCLA deb 
name her dog Herpes 
The Second? 

Because it wouldn't 
heel either! 


Oklahoma State 
University coeds are 
thrilled with the new 
Home Economics 
instructional video tape 
the school is using. 

It’s called “Debby 
Does Dallas!” 


Two Ohio State Univer- 
sity jocks, Bob and Rob, 
were Strolling by the 
Olentangey River with 
Debby, the college 
sweetheart. Both 
wanted to marry her and 
though she really liked 
Bob best she wanted to 
be fair. 

“| Know!” she 


~ exclaimed, recalling 


what a good swimmer 
Bob was. ‘We'll have a 


race! Whoever swims 


back across the river to 
me wins my hand!” 

The athletes agreed © 
and went to the far side 


_ of the river. On her sig- 


nal, they both dove in 


and began swimming 


toward her. To urge Bob 
on, Debby lifted her 
skirt a little, revealing a 
righteous pair of legs. 

To her surprise, Bob 
slowed down in the 
water. 

Worried that he‘ lose, 
Debby lifted her skirt 


— even higher, showing off 


her well-curved thighs. 

At which point Bob 
stopped dead in the 
water. | 

“What's wrong, Bob?” 
Debby shouted. ‘‘Why’d 
you stop?” es 

“Put your skirt down, 
baby,’ Bob replied. “My 
rudder’s stuck in the 
mud on the bottom!” 
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sculptor admits ‘his 
Jatest creations are — 
just some latex, hot 
air-and ‘inspiration. © 
but | got the idea 


a 


VENICE BEACH, CALIFORNIA 
AUGUST 27, 1991 


Pop artist, Anton Rothberg, admitted last night that his 
realistic sculptures are nothing more than rubber blow- 
up dolls. Rothberg, whose popular works Los Angeles 
Times art critic, Christopher Knight, once called “the 


definitive nineties statement,’ made the admission at a 
private showing of his latest work held at the artist’s 
studio in Venice Beach. Rothberg had been answering 
charges by Times writer, Shauna Snow, that his pieces 
lacked authenticity. 
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\. Rothberg, whose realistic sculptures often depict at the Armand Hammer Museum here, the Whitney in 
young men and women in blatantly sexual positions, as Houston, and the Museum of Modern Art in New York 
well as older people all too reminiscent of the street City. Among a Who’s Who of celebrities having 

} people of our city, has exhibited his work at the Norton purchased works by Rothberg, singer Cher and ex- 
» Simon Museum and the Los Angeles County Museum President Ronald Reagan number themselves first. 
é on the West Coast; and his permanent works have rooms 
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Among the celebrities present at last night’s showing, 
singer Frank Sinatra said he had just purchased a piece, 
titled “Family,” depicting a dark-haired woman with hairy 
legs arguing with a fat man holding a glass of wine. 

» Around them stand a group of nine screaming children. 


The famed entertainer said he had chosen the work for 
its “‘sentimentality”’ Another popular piece, “Night Jobs,” 
showing three scantily-clad young women posturing on 
a street corner was purchased by ex-Secretary of State, 
Henry Kissinger, who explained he “liked the shiksas.’ 
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The argument between the artist and Shauna Snow _life with his own breath and sometimes other parts of his 
grew heated when the writer revealed the sculptures body. But he contended that the inspiration for the 
were just blow-up balloons, after she punctured one with medium had come while leafing through a pornographic 
\ her pen and sent it rocketting around the room. Rothberg rubber goods catalog. “And what,” he said, “could be 
’ agreed that they were indeed blow-ups, demonstrating more realistic that that!” 
for the assembled viewers how he brought his works to 


J 


Pe 
eee 


es 


Erotic Fiction by Brian Thorsen 


MY SURROGATE 


You can’t keep a good man down, or so the saying goes. 
That’s especially true if the object of ones affection is sexy, 
young and beautiful. But what about those “objects” that 
aren't that much of a turn-on? Hey, just how choosy can 


a hard man be! 


Sex has always been a big hit with me. Since the 
hot awakening of my puberty, I have enjoyed 
talking about sex, fantasizing about sex and doing 
sex. In fact, possessing a turbo-charged sex drive, 
a cock that Is always in high gear, was one of the 
big reasons | ended up divorcing Susan a couple 
of years ago. She really wasn’t into sex that much. 
And | definitely was, so | ended up fooling around 
on the side. You know the story. One cool, shitty 
night, | got caught with my pants down, literally, 
and my hard-on stuck up a 23-year-old blonde 
airhead’s pussy. The very next morning, my wife’s 
scumbag attorney served me the papers. 

Anyway, | loved sex until about six months ago. 
Something in me snapped then. | don’t Know, 
maybe it was seeing an old college buddy of mine 
die of AIDS. I'd gone to visit him in the hospice. 
Jesus, it was bad. 

I hadn't even realized Steve was gay. Or maybe he 
was bi? I don’t know; he was still one ofmy best 
friends. And he sure-as-hell didn’t deserve what he 
got. 

| also realized hitting my 37th birthday had 
something to do with my sudden feeling of 
ambivalence about the old in-and-out. I go out a 
lot, date alot, lure as many women into the sack 
as | can — all with the understanding that I don’t 
want any Strings attached. If girls | go out with and 
play around with all of a sudden talk to me about 
meeting their parents, or what kind of roof line | 
prefer in a house, I exit the scene, fast. | was 
married once, and! don’t intend to make another 
go at that “big lie.” 

This was all well and good until the night of my 
festive birthday dinner with Christine, this luscious 
redhead I’ve been horsing around with. You know 
the type: penetrating blue eyes, legs that won't quit, 
firm, freckly tits that sort of jut up, nipples skyward. 


I liked Christine a lot, but didn’t realize how much 
| liked her until she dumped me, right then and 
there. Oh, she didn’t give me any of that ultimatum 
crap about “either you marry me or else.’ She just 
very calmly said, ‘I really adore you, Brian. | might 
even love you. But you're no good for me. You just 
haven't grown up yet. Even as a bachelor, you are 
a completely irresponsible rake. All you seem to 
care about is sex!’ 

Wow, what she did to me that night hit me like 
a ton of bricks. It really started me thinking. 
Actually, the bitch really messed up my head, so 
much so that within a few weeks | had a hard time 
thinking about sex at all. I lost interest in it. I’d 


come home at night, flip my answering machine 


on and watch the tube orjust sleep. When the ladies 
would leave messages for me at home or work, | 
wouldn't call them back. 

| work for a management-consulting firm, a 
pretty high-powered position that pays pretty well. 
As part of my job, | travel a lot. | usually find visiting 
another city a prefect opportunity to go pussy 
hunting, at least avail myself of the services of an 
escort service for some little ‘play for pay” action 
courtesy of my expense account. But quess what? 
On my last trip to Houston, I was in my own hotel 
room by eight p.m., in bed, reading the Wall Street 
Journal, of all things. 

If that wasn’t bad enough, | knew | had really 
gone over the edge when a couple of weeks later 
| attended a bachelor party. Let me tell you, that 
busty little blonde who popped out of that 
cardboard cake was one helluva-looking sex 
machine, with a pert little mouth you know would 
feel great around your thrill hammer. But when this 
peroxided slut bumped and ground up against me, 
slipped her sequined G-string off her voluptuous 
ass and slipped it over my head, when she 


Fete a EER Ro AR 


64 


squashed her heavy blue veined jugs against my 
face — | felt nothing. | was numb “‘down below.” 


After that little incident, I knew I needed 


professional help. A quy at work recommended a 
therapist named Dr. Raymond Stevens, so I called 
him up and made an appointment. 

Dr. Stevens was a pretty smart, sympathetic guy. 
We talked alot about my problem. He said the long 
and the short of it was that | had become 
desensitized about sex because of deep-seated 
fears about being inadequate or something, and 
that | had thrown the sex switch inside my brain 
to ‘off.’ What he recommended were the services 
of an experienced sex surrogate, a skilled female 
therapist whose specialty was helping 
heterosexual men overcome their aversion to 
making it with women. It seemed like a good idea. 
| mean, insurance was paying for it, after all. 

“But, Brian, you are not to consider this 
surrogate a prostitute,’ the doctor said firmly. “She 
is a professional clinician. The ground rules dictate 
that she cannot — and won't — get involved with 
you beyond the level of the physical. You will never 
know her real name, where She lives. 
She will come to you on a completely anonymous 
basis.” 

| shrugged. ‘Sure. Whatever.’ 

Dr. Stevens made a few phone calls, then set up 
a schedule for my therapy sessions with my 
surrogate, ‘Olivia.’ She was to visit my apartment 
on Saturday afternoons at two. 

“Let me caution you to not hope for results right 
way,” Dr. Stevens said. “You may have to undergo 
six or seven treatments before you begin feeling 
better about yourself and your sexual well-being.” 

“Fine. Okay,’ I said flatly. Saturday afternoon 
came and! had to admit to being a little 
apprehensive. | showered, shaved and applied 
cologne just like | was going on a promising date. 
Then I realized the insanity of it all. | mean, this 
Olivia was probably a stone-faced witch with hair 
Growing out of her nose. 

Promptly at two she arrived, and | found her to 
be a pleasant surprise. She was casually dressed 
in hip-hugging jeans and pull-over sweater and had 
brought a gym bag with her. Her very dark, almost 
black hair was cut short, and with her rather 
“plush” build, She reminded me of the movie star, 
Jamie Lee Curtis. This Olivia was no knockout, but 
still, she was a lot prettier without makeup than 
most of the glitzy, heavily-mascaraed “foxes” | had 
bedded. 

“Brian?” she smiled warmly. 

“Yes. Olivia?” 

She gave that some thought, then giggled shyly. 
“Yes, | believe that’s my name this week.’ 

That got me laughing and broke the ice. We went 
into my living room. She sat on the couch and I took 
the chair directly across from her. | noticed she 


wasn’t wearing any jewelry, not even a watch. After 
exchanging pleasantries,she told me! was to share 
all my fears, all my concerns, all my desires with 
her openly. 

“Okay by me,’ I said, really starting to dig just 
talking to her. ‘Could | offer you a drink? A beer?” 


She shook her head. ‘No, alcohol is not a good. 


idea in these situations. Shall we get started, 
Brian?” 

| voiced no objection. Olivia zipped open her gym 
bag and brought out some paraphernalia: what 
looked like a folded rubber sheet and a bottle of 
baby oil. As she unfolded the sheet on top of the 
carpet, she said, ‘I'd like you to undress for me, 
Brian.’ 


“Right here? Right now?” | asked awkwardly. 

Her beautiful brown eyes sparkled, “Unless youd 
rather not.’ 

“No, no,’ | said, standing. Off came my trousers, 
shirt, shoes and socks. | hesitated with my jockey 


shorts. 

“Those too,’ she giggled gently. 

| stripped them off. Then, at her direction, I sat 
cross-legged, Indian-style, on the spread out 
rubber sheet. And let me tell you, with my limp wee- 
wee hanging down between my legs, | felt like one 
pretty ridiculous sonofabitch. 

“Aren’t you taking your clothes off, too?” | whined 
at her. 
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“Not now. Perhaps later. First we will focus on you, 
on your penis specifically. Do you mind if | touch 
you, intimately, that is?” 

“No,’ | said, feeling somewhat embarrassed. | 
mean, it wouldn't be very exciting for either of us. 
| just couldn't get it up. 

With that Olivia squirted baby oil on her fingers, 
then very delicately touched a fingertip to my 
cockhead. 

“Does that bother you, when | touch your glans 
like that?” she asked. 

| shook my head. 

“Does it bother you that I'm a woman,” she 
continued. “I mean, would you rather be touching 
yourself?” 


| shrugged. “Not particularly.” 

She squeezed the reddish head, then slid her 
fingers down along my shaft, sort of stretching my 
foreskin. My cocktip sort of budded out, like it was 
a flower. 

Now Olivia’s fingertips were feeling my ball sack. 

“When I touch your scrotum like this, do you feel 
discomfort?” she asked sweetly. 

Again I shook my head. No, I wasn't feeling any 
discomfort. But I was starting to feel something 
else. A warmth was swelling inside my groin. 

Then I felt it, felt warm blood coursing again into 
my cock. Miraculously, it was hardening under 
Olivia’s expert touch. This lady was a pro! 


“My goodness,” she said, now hefting quite a 
hard-on in her hands. “Dr.Stevens had told me to 
expect complete impotency. Interesting.’ 

The surrogate now took my hands and placed 
them on her bust. 

‘Do you mind touching me here?” 
inquired. 

I grinned “Certainly not.’ | then gave her sweater- 
encased jugs a couple of good squeezes. 
“My...” she said again. I quess it was one of her 
favorite words. She went on, “Unless it disturbs you, 
Brian, I’d like you to reach under my sweater and 
touch my breasts.’ 

I did that and more, managing to unclasp the 
front snap of her bra in one deft move. Her tits 
swelled out, sensually swaying. Aggressively | 
pulled the sweater off over her head. | kneaded 
those lovely mounds, thumbing the pink,hard 
nipples. 

“Are you Sure you Can handle this?” she asked. 

| let her Know by kissing her left nipple, then 
sucking in as much of the tit flesh as I could. My 
tonque flickered the nip. I felt Olivia’s hot breath 
on my scalp, knew she was Starting to ease up on 
her professional scruples. 

| now pleasured the right breast. Olivia was 
moaning. Finally she gently pushed my head away, 
saying, “Perhaps we should explore another 
therapeutic avenue.’ 

That was fine by me. This was getting interesting, 
even fun. And my dick was feeling more potent than 
ever, So Steely it was aching. 

Olivia pulled off her boots, then peeled her jeans 
off. | helped her out of her panties, which she 
seemed to appreciate. My eyes really widened when 
I saw her pussy — Shaved baby-bottom smooth. 
Those pink vaginal lips of hers were fat, pouty. And 
if my eyes and nose weren't fooling me, the cunt 
flaps were glistening with arousal. 

Olivia stretched out on her back, raised up her 
knees and held a pocket mirror at her box. She then 
told me to watch closely as she did sort of a 
gynecological ‘show and tell.’ 

Her fingertips stretched her pussy wide. 

“Welcome to my vulva,” she tried to say ina slide 
show monotone, then got an uncontrollable case 
of the giggles. 

When she started to explain about the “labia 
minora and the labia majora” is when | went sort 
of crazy, jamming my face right into that beautiful 
cunt of hers. My tongue stabbed at the clit 
(‘clitoris;’ to her) and coaxed it from its pink, fleshy 


Olivia 


‘hood. | jammed two fingers up into her, really 


stretching the lips as | located her g-spot. Olivia 
squealed and her bottom bounced off that rubber 
sheet. But it wasn’t until an errant middle finger 
of mine gently probed her rosebud that I earned 
another “My!” from her, this time with a sharp cry 
of pleasure that intensified when | buried the fin- 


ger in up to the Knuckle. 

Olivia's fingernails clawed at my cock, so | 
hooked a leg over her body to position my erection 
right over her face. My manhood hung down hard 
and throbbing. Eagerly she devoured it in her 
mouth, her cheeks puffing with my fuck meat. 

| licked my lips, delighting at the musky taste of 
her, then really stretched that bald cunt wide for 
a real bit of tonque stuffing. Part of the erotic nov- 
elty was being able to see every detail, every pink 
fold of the surrogate’s aroused puss. 

Olivia Slurped at my fat shaft noisily. | felt like 
a cow being milked,only better! 

It wasn’t long before Olivia was squealing and 
digging into her gym bag for a foil condom packet. 
Her voice heated and breathy, she explained to me 
that attempts at intercourse usually came at least 
SIX Or seven sessions into the therapy, and even 
then, were not often successful. With the speed of 
a medic putting a splint on an auto crash victim, 
she unrolled that rubber down my up-thrust boner. 
The prophylactic fit snugly, its ring fitting tightly 
around the base of my cock, making me feel even 
bigger. My heart pounded in my ears. 

| had Olivia go on all fours with her chest on my 
coffee table. | then positioned myself behind her, 
spread her ass cheeks wide and touched my latex 
dick head to the soppy opening. 

| saw her pussy muscles clench. 

“Oh, shit, Brian—’ and now it was her turn to 
whine ‘—Fuck me!” 

The reservoir tip of that condom hit home. | 
flexed my buttocks and I was in, feeling a superb 
tight warmth, even through the rubber. 

| stroked shallow, then very deep, my rocky jewels 
Slapping against her ass. Her vaginal lips made 
small tracks along my condomed rod, clutching 
me. 

She panted. ‘Yes. ..oh yes!” 

She bit down on her lower lip and | felt the elastic 
vice grip of her cunny as it milked me. 

Now it was my turn tocry out. Hot breath whistled 
through my clenched teeth. | moaned, grunted, 
then spiked deep to explode that rubber I was 
wearing with hot jism. 

| stayed in her for awhile, playing with her body, 
teasing her asshole with my fingertips, thrusting 
the palms of my hands under her to squeeze her 
breasts. Both our bodies were slick with 
perspiration. | dismounted, and we sort of rolled 
around on that sticky rubber sheet, horsing around 


some more. Then, to my disappointment, Olivia 
said she had to shower and leave for another 
appointment. | whined that 1 wanted her to stay, but 
she kind of snapped at me, saying She had to help 
other patients. 

“You certainly look like you're well,’ she observed, 
as She yanked the cum-dripping rubber off me and 
saw I was very much hard again. 

While the shower ran I feverishly went through 
the pockets of her jeans and her gym bag for any 
1.D., membership or credit cards, initials: anything 
| could use to trace her. But I didn’t have any luck. 

She returned to the living room, drying her hair 
with a towel. She then dressed, putting on her pant- 
ies, jeans and sweater, pulling on her boots. She 
seemed distant to me, cool, like we were both 
supposed to forget all that had just happened 
between us. 

“What about next Saturday afternoon. Same 
time? Same place?” | asked. 

Olivia frowned. ‘We'll see. | need to consult with 
Dr. Stevens first.’ 

And then she left, without even a kiss or a 
handshake. 

Next Monday afternoon, while | was at work, | got 
a call from Dr.Stevens. 

“Are you comfortable talking right now?” the Doc 
asked. 

“You bet,’ | said, feeling hot, alive, vibrant-potent! 

‘Say Dr. Stevens,I got to tell you that Olivia was 


a great help. | can’t tell you how much I’m looking. 


forward to my next therapy session.’ 

| heard the therapist sort of wheeze through his 
nose on the other end. 

“Well — uh — I don't think it’s a good idea that 
you see Olivia again. Quite frankly, | think your 
condition has changed considerably, that you're 
now at the other end of the spectrum.” 

| really didn’t Know what all this stuff he was 
saying meant. “So?” 

“SO, BYtan, 1am. recommending another 
surrogate, a lady who will take a different approach 
entirely.’ . 

Hey, man,| was hot for this Olivia; but | was a quy 
who did enjoy variety. So | said, ‘‘That’s fine, Doc. 
Bring her on.’ 

The following Saturday afternoon my new 
surrogate, Bertha, showed up at my door. She was 
a 250-pound leather biker bitch with teased orange 
hair and a faint mustache on her very corpulent 
upper lip. Within seconds she had thrown me to the 
carpeting and parked her big ass right on my chest. 
“This ts how it’s gonna be!” she snarled. 

All the air in my nearly-crushed lungs escaped 
out my mouth. 

Okay. Okay,” | gasped, deciding to make the best 
of it. 

| put my hands behind my head and relaxed. 

After all, it was pussy. = 


Plane was moving at Mach 
, she says, and his questions 
of seduction never caught up 
with her, so she just said 
...Yes! Now wants to sue 
airlines for his ‘“‘make-out 


fo? 


speed, quicker than sound: 


PARIS, FRANCE 
OCTOBER 19, 1991 

Officials had no comment today, 
when air hostesss, Patricia O’Connor, 
filed her multi-million-dollar lawsuit 
against Concorde Airlines of Great 
Britain. The company, pilots and 
licensees of the supersonic jet 
transport developed in Great Britain 
by deHavilland for French use, said 
only that they were looking into the 
allegations. But one official said he 
thought it unlikely humans could 
procreate at three times the speed of 
sound. 


The hostess, Patricia O’Connor, told 
this reporter that she was three 
month pregnant by a passenger 
whose name she didn’t catch — he 
was moving so fast — but she knows 
he sat in First Class. Since all of the 
ultra-luxury Concorde’s $3,000 seats 
are First Class, the company’s 
attorneys don’t feel this is much of an 
observation. Ms. O’Connor refuses to 
say whether she had a token drink 
with the passenger, but has been 
heard to exclaim: ‘‘Man! Them 
bedouins sure are hung!’’ The 
plaintiff’s attorneys have not 
responded, though they have assured 
this reporter that the expression 
refers to some men’s beards. 


In a two-hundred-page statement 
her attorney read to the assembled 
press, the hostess stated she felt the 
bedoin’s hands upon her and started 
to cry for help when she heard her 
very words swept away at twice the 
speed of sound. Scientists for the 
Concorde Division of DeHavilland 
say they don’t know what the hell the 
bitch is talking about! 

“The trouble with these stews,’ as 
one DeHavilland official put it, “‘is, 
they really crave a thick cock in their 
fat pussies, but they don’t stand still 
long enough in the airplane's galley.” 
When asked what he meant, the 
official was at a loss for words. 
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A board of inquiry will assemble at 
London’s Heath Row Airport this 
week to determine the validity of the 
air hostess’ claim, or whether she is 
just a victim of “supersonic silliness” 
a malady that plagues million-mile 
Mach-1 flyers, causing them to buy 
useless items in airport gift shops. 
“With supersonics, those stupid shops 
have been enjoying a field day; even 
on small items like cigarettes,’ said 
one airport official, upon learning Ms. 
O’Connor was a smoker, “but this is 
the first ve heard of a million-mile 
camel walking for a smoker’s smile!” 

The board meets again in a week, 
after thoroughly examining the 
plaintiff. 
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reader of ours called a few months back, 

complimented us on our Brandy Bosworth issue and 

requested a photo-article on women’s feet. He 

explained he was a foot lover, as opposed to a foot 
fetishist, and we soon learned the differences between the two. 
Since we have a WATTS line and his was the only call at that 
moment we let him wax long and eloquently on love versus 
fetish, but we won't go into that here. To those who care, this 
is just a high-profile note to tell you that there are some nice 
feet in this issue — as there are other body-parts, as well — 
though we haven’t yet come across the definitive foot feature 
we promised our friend. But we are still looking, and when we 
find it we'll let you all know. Meanwhile, settle back with this 
thirteenth issue of TRASHY LADIES — the magazine that loves 
to insult your intelligence while titillating your libido — and 
gaze through the goodies. If you space the features out, this 
rag is good for sixteen trips to the bathroom, and that ain't bad! 
(The office record for this issue is 104, but he’s an unusual dude: 
hyper-active as a rabbit in heat!) If by chance you are just looking 
for some intelligent reading, this isn’t the magazine. But don't 
let that bother you: even televangelists and judges have been 
alleged to leaf through our stuff! 


